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one could see black coarse hair on his chest His high boots were filthy with manure But his smile was kind
"I must find something to eat for five httle children and their sick grandmother They haven't had am thing for a long time.9'
The German said something I did not understand, but I followed him as he went to an open window in an adjoining building and climbed inside.
"Wait here," he told me
Soon he appeared m the window with a package in his hand, and he gave it to me quickly, surreptitious!),
"You are new here,** he said,
"Yes, I am They let me stay as a nurse **
They distribute soup once a day at each barrack,* the German explained. "But if you are a nurse, you can eat with the Polish doctors and nurses They liave a special eating place, in the kitchen building,1*1
He turned to go back to the car OB the tracks- Then he added, as if remembering something- "Look out for the Green Car. Don't go there often. They are not human there And, if you're hungry, come here. I'll always have something to eat for you."
He disappeared in the depths of the car I opened the package, wrapped in coarse gray paper. It contained a can of condensed milk, a loaf of white bread, some candy, a piece of sausage, a bit of butter and sugar, and a cup, a spoon and a lorife. I was dizzy from Joy at the sight of these riches.
Walking back to Barrack 1, where the starved tots were huddled around their whimpering grandmother, I marveled at this manifestation of German kindness. Yet this was not the first instance of it in the five years of the German occupation,
I recalled how some years earlier, wifle waiting at a smaH wiBdal statics for the train to Warsaw, I had